80 THE CUTTING OF AN AGATE
passions which romantic and poetical litera-
ture have shown to be beautiful." A man
facing his enemies alone in a quarrel over
the purity of the water in a Norwegian Spa
and using no language but that of the
newspapers can call up into our minds, let
us say, the passion of Coriolanus. The
lovers and fighters of old imaginative
literature are more vivid experiences in the
soul than anything but one's own ruling
passion that is itself riddled by their
thought as by lightning, and even two
dumb figures on the roads can call up all
that glory. Put the man who has no
knowledge of literature before a play of
this kind and he will say, as he has said
in some form or other in every age at
the first shock of naturalism, "Why
should I leave my home to hear but the
words I have used there when talking
of the rates ? " And he will prefer to it
any play where there is visible beauty
or mirth, where life is1 exfciting, at high
tide as it were. It is not his fault that he
will prefer in all likelihood a worse play
although its kind may be greater, for we
have been following the lure of science for
generations and forgotten him and his. I